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Enter POT-ASH and LESSY. 


POT-ASH. 
Bias me, my deareſt Leh, you ſhall immediately be put 


into Poſſeſſion of all the Characters you mention. As you 
are ever willing to oblige me in every Particular, it would 
be the Height of Ingratitude in me to refuſe you any Thing. 


LES S FV. 


I think I am at leaſt as good a Figure as Mrs. Bates, and as 
capable of playing IN =I believe you are ſenſible, that my 
Appearance in Man's Clothes will not be to my Diladvantage— 
my Limbs will bear to be expoſed, as you can teſtify; for you 


have already ſeen me without Petticoats. 
B POT-ASH, 
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POT-ASH. 


True, my Dear, and you were always pleaſing, always charm- 
ing: my Ambition ſhall be to make you happy. Damn the 
Town ! what ſignifies the Town to me! If I am but ſo happy as 
to pleaſe, you I am ſatisfied, as I ſhall therein pleaſe myſelf. 


LESSY. 
But what will little Sampſon ſay ? 


* ASH. 


Am I to be govern'd by him? Is he to be my Ruler, my 
Director? Ill oppoſe him in every particular, - merely for the 
fake of Oppoſition, A little, dirty —— 


LESSY. 


Excuſe me, my dear Pot-aſh, as I have but juſt Time to 
dreſs before the Curtain will draw up—=-your's---At nine o Clock 
you may command me. 


[Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE, 


. — —UUU—ͤ—ü . —[—Uũů m 


ht 


8 G EN E Il, 


Enter Mr. BATES and Mr. POPP ER. 


: POPPER. 
I'll not give up any of my Characters, I aſſure you, Sir. 


BATES. 


I have Authority from two of the Managers to appear To- night 
in MajoR OAKLY. 


POPPER. 


And I have Authority from-two of the Managers to appear to 
Night in Major OaKLyY—and may I be d- if I don't play it. 


BATES. 


And d—n me if I don't play it: So we ſhall have two MAJOR 
OAkLx's. 


P OPP EER. 


Sir, I have my Orders from the two original Ms, thoſe 


to whom the Patent was originally aſſignd.— 


BATES. 
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B AT ES. 


Sir, I have my Orders from the two ſubſequent Patentees, thoſe 
who were taken in to manage the Buſineſs thoſe too who 
are capable of managing the Buſineſs—thoſe who know what they 
are about —- as to the other poor Creatures, they may under- 
ſtand the Manufacture of Hard-Soap and Tallow Candles but 
the Buſineſs of the Theatre is quite a different Thing—-quite a 
different Thing. 


Enter COLEY. 
What is all this Uproar about? 


POPP HER. 


Mr. Bates wants to ſuperſede my Commiſſion as a MAaJoR, and 
to take my Command in the Regiment. Pray what have I done 
that I ſhould loſe my Commifftion—T inſiſt upon being Major 
OAkILV ſtill, or being try'd by a Court-martial—that if I am 
innocent I may be honourably acquitted ; if guilty, declared unfit 
to ſerve his Majeſty for the future. f | 


COLEY. 


I am the Sovereign of this Kingdom. I wield the Scepter, 
and he who diſobeys my Commands, ſhall be baniſhed from theſe 
Territories —Bates ſhall be Major OaxLy, and if you dare 
expreſs the leaſt Diſcontent upon the Occaſion, by Heavens I'll 
make him a Colonel, 


. 


I mult ſubmit. 
[Exeunt Bates and Popper. 


Enter 


13 
Enter POT-ASH and OLDER the Prompter. 


POT-ASH # C OLE. 


I hear CYMBELINE is given out for To-morrow ;—it is my 
Will that KinG Lear ſhould be acted To-morrow, and herein 
am I ſupported by my Friend Mr. Ryeniſh. 


[Exit Pot-Aſh. 
Cor 


He ſhall have his Will—let Lear be given out for To- 
morrow—and I will have my Will—let CyMBELixEg be given 
out for the Entertainment. 


OLDER. 


How, Sir! CYMBELINE for the Entertainment !—You amaze 
me, Sir! Two Tragedies of a Night! I never heard of ſuch a 


Thing in my Life—What will the Public ſay to all this, Sir? 
Conſider the Impropriety of this Step—and 


COLE: T. 


Do as I command thee, and be filent=—It is my Wilk—— 
No Reply ? | | 


[Exeunt. 


C S-C EN: 


„„ 4» Us RS | 


Enter TOWEL muſing. 


It muſt be fo,,-Co/ey thou reaſon'ſt well 
Elfe whence this pleafing Hope, this fond Deſire, 
This Longing after Fame and Benefits ? 
Or whence this ſecret Dread and inward Horror, 
Of falling from my Throne ? Why ſhrinks the Soul 
Back on herſelf, and ſtartles at a Pamphlet? 
"Tis the ambitious Mind that ſtirs within us, 
Tis Fame itſelf that points out an hereafter, 
And intimates a Coach and Four to Man.— 
A Coach and Four! thou pleaſing glorious Thought! 
Through what Variety of Roads and Turnpikes, 
Through what Highways and Commons muſt we paſs : 
The wide unbounded Proſpect lies before me ; 
But Shadows, Clouds and Darkneſs reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there's a Pit beneath us, 
(And that there is all Nature cries aloud 
Through all her Catcalls) it muſt delight in Hiſſings; 
And that which it delights in can't be happy. 
But when ! or where This world was made for Pot- Aſh— 
I'm weary of Conjecture This muſt end them. 
| [Laying his Hand on a Rope. 


The 
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The Soul ſecur'd in her Exiſtence, ſmiles 
At the dread Halter, and defies its Strength. 
What means this Heavineſs that hangs upon me, 
This Lethargy that creeps through all my Senſes. 

Nature oppreſs'd with Care and Altercation, 
| Sinks down to Reſt, Let Guilt or Fear diſturb 
My curſed Foes 
Indifferent in his Choice to ſleep or act. 


Towel knows neither of em; 


| Enter PHIZ GIG and NIGGLE. 


But ha !—how's this? —and why this baſe Intruſion ?— 
Were not my Orders that I would be private ?— 
Why am I diſobey'd ? 


PHIZGIG. 


May it pleaſe you, Sir, by the Demiſe of one of the Kings of 
Brentford, a Seat on the Throne is vacant, and I beg that I may 
be appointed to ſucceed him. 


TOWEL L. 


We'll call a Privy Council upon this Subject. 
NIGGLE. 


| Mr. Pot-Aſb fays I ſhall be King of Brentford—and I will 
| be King of Brentford, —— 


TOWE L. 
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TOWE L. 


Silence, ye abject Wretches, hear your Emperor——Hence- 
forward there ſhall be but one King of Brentford. The State that 
has more than one King, can never be well governed; of this 
we have a recent Inſtance : therefore I'll have but one King of 
Brentford, and I deſire that Proclamation may be made of theſe 
my Orders and Determinations. 


Enter COLEY, POT-ASH, RHENISH. 


COLEY. 


Whatever you may think of the Matter, Mr. Rheniſb, it is not 
lo eaſy to write a Comedy, as it is to adulterate Wines—Conſider 
there is Plot, Character, Sentiment, Diction, and 


RHENISH. 


What are half your Comedies and Farces but Adulterations 
from the French. — You have left the honeſt Profeſſion of 
the Bar, for the more honeſt Profeſſion of a Play-writer, a Farce- 
writer, and a Pirate. Have not you robb'd poor Voltaire of one 
of his beſt Plays, and at the ſame Time robbed him of his Repu- 
tation by putting it in ſo vile an Engliſh Dreſs. 


COLE Y. 


I have done, Sir, what I can juſtify --- I have contributed to 
0 Entertainment of the Public --- I have altered Lt ar, —I 
ave 


POT-ASH. 


* n 
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POT-ASH, 


Murdered LEAR you mean, in order to make it a complete 
Tragedy. 


COLE Y. 


Brethren we are all in the wrong — all in the wrong. 


RHENISH. 


I am entirely of your Opinion, and beg we may all ſhake 
Hands and be Friends. 


TOWEL. 
With all my Heart: For it is paying a ſcurvy Compliment to 


that Public (from whom we have received ſo many Favours, and 
without whoſe future Favours, we mult ſhortly ſink into what we 


were) to trouble them with our private Quarrels. 
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Spoken by TOWEL, in Behalf of Himſelf and Co. 


EL now we're all agreed---the Tumult's o er 
Wie ve all ſhook Hands, and each offend no more. 

From Public Favour, Fortunes we obtain, 

And ſhall we not our boiling Rage reſtrain, 

Wie levy on the Public heavy Duties, 

And only diſagree in ſharing Booties. 

Did ever Highwaymen, ye fooliſh Elves, 

Thus weakly, ſhamefully impeach themſelves ? 

We're all alike concern'd---a guilty Gang, 

And though but one is ſentenc'd, all muſt hang. 

Can't we remain content, aud hum the Town, 

Tf they ſubmit to let our Traſh go down. | 

Three thouſand Pounds a-piece within one Seaſon J 

Mot ſatisfy'd with that---you're out of Reaſon ! 

ds there on Earth a Thing without his Reach 

(Attend to what I utter I beſeech) 


Who 


E BI L O OV E. 


Ahh has Three Thouſand Pounds of Penny Rent; 
FA ay half the Sum would do, with Prudence ſpent. 
Suppoſe he wants a Coach, a Coach and Four--- 
Further ſuppoſe that be muſt keep a Whore ; 

For  Suppoſt tion Sake we'll grant him two, 


Sure fer all this, Three Thouſand Pounds would do. 


Then why uneaſy, why do we complain, 
Believe me, Gentlemen, tis idle, vain | 
To hum the Public we've a noble Scope !--- 
How much ſuperior this to making Soap J 
I'm ſatisfy'd, and cou'd ] have my Mill. 
I'd never leave this Province---to di Hill; 


And truſt me Coley, this is happier far, 


Than making Motions as the Chanc'ry Bar--- 


Once W s all ſhake Hand. once more unite, 


Let D iſcord now be baniſh'd from our Sight, 
May all our Plays and Opera's ſucceed, | 


Till we are grown as rich as Kin "gs indeed. 


Ie 
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